UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE

* Not long. Do wait and talk to me ; come, do,
dear.5

Dick sat down. The talking progressed very
favourably amid the snipping and sewing till about
half-past two, at which time his conversation began to
be varied by a slight tapping upon his toe with a
walking-stick he had cut from the hedge as he came
along. Fancy talked and answered him, but some-
times the answers were so negligently given that it
was evident her thoughts lay for the greater part in
her lap with the blue dress.

The clock struck three. Dick arose from his
seat, walked round the room with his hands behind
him, examined all the furniture, then sounded a few
notes on the harmonium, then looked inside all the
books he could find, then smoothed Fancy's head with
his hand. Still the snipping and sewing went on.

The clock struck four. Dick fidgeted about,
yawned privately; counted the knots in the table,
yawned publicly; counted the flies on the ceiling,
yawned horribly; went into the kitchen and scullery
and so thoroughly studied the principle upon which
the pump was constructed that he could have delivered
a lecture on the subject. Stepping back to Fancy, and
finding still that she had not done, he went into her
garden and looked at her cabbages and potatoes,
and reminded himself that they seemed to him to
wear a decidedly feminine aspect; then pulled up
several weeds and came in again. The clock struck
five, and still the snipping and sewing went on.

Dick attempted to kill a fly, peeled all the rind
ofif his walking-stick, then threw the stick into the
scullery because it was spoilt, produced hideous
discords from the harmonium, and accidentally over-
turned a vase of flowers, the water from which ran in
a rill across the table and dribbled to the floor, where
it formed a lake, the shape of which, after the lapse of
a few minutes, he began to modify considerably with
his foot till it was like a map of England and Wales.
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